TALES OF DESVINT

" She drew aside the sari that had concealed her face,
and I was shocked at its grief-stricken aspect. Her'
trembling lips parted to answer me, but her husband
checked her with a sharp word, such as I had never
heard him use to her before. Her eyes filled with
tears, and I could see the big drops rolling down her
cheeks as she silently replaced the sari over her head,
and, bending low, rocked herself to and fro.
" For the moment I imagined that I had intruded on
some scene of domestic unhappiness which would be
dissipated in an hour. So, hiding my embarrass-
ment, I turned to the door, intimating that I would
seek some other lodging for the night, and return
on the morrow, when I hoped my friends would be
in fitter mood to receive me.

" At last Baji Lai spoke, raising his face but still
remaining seated on the divan we were wont in
former times to share.

" ' Go thy way, Chunda Das/ he said.  ' The sword
of fate has descended upon this house. Come not
again to a place accursed/
" Then did I realize that the trouble was serious.
" ' But, my friend and brother/ I protested, ' I can-
not depart and leave you thus. Let me at least under-
stand what calamity has befallen you, so that I may
help toward its repair/

" ' Nothing can be done, so nothing need be said/
he answered, in a tone and with a look of dignified
resignation to the will of God.' If you must have the
story of our misfortune, you have only to ask the
first of our neighbours you encounter/
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